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TROPHY 
He marched off to fight 
Gun in hand 
Instantly transforming 
Boy into man 
Bullets found a frail body 
one night 
Robbing some poor mother of 
her delight 

He won no awards 

or metals 

or 
wars 
But he did win a large teddy bear 
At last year's annual state fair. 
Kara J. Johnson 
SIX SISTERS (A Poem in Six Parts) 
1. 
She was strong, no, long on lies, 
so I tried to break that down but 
the fit was with her to the last. I 
think she wanted me to be her slave. 
She tried to tell me about the hollow 
feeling she had about her dad. He was 
some kind of an account-executive. He 
was always quiet around the house. 
She always wa.nted me to be on the 
bottom under her chaining sweat. I 
don't know what it was. I guess I 
simply wasn't ready for it yet. 
2. 
One girl was a. nature lover and she 

always and often wanted me to come with her 

on greasy picnics with chicken in this grove 

where the trees looked like a huge salad. 

Her father was a miner who was killed in 

an accident of either Fate or God. She 

didn't have any hangups over that but I 

thought that maybe she should have. 

She always wanted me to love her green in 

the shivering grass and scratching grain. 

don't know how to put it but I 

never felt that close to ground. 
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3. 
There was this other one 

she was young and she 

always tried to make me go along on 

carnival rides and circus trips. 

Her father was a deaf-mute but he 
fathered such a noisy daughter that I 
wondered if he hadn't simply chosen 
not to talk in front of people. 
She always wanted to do it standing up with 
a Sousa march on the record-player. I 
don't know why for sure but I 
never felt that close to sound. 
4. 
I knew another girl who thought she 
had a dragon in her basement. She was 
crazy about religion but I 
think it must have sca.rred her youth. 
Her father tried to get me to merge with 
his church. He said he would have been 
dead from drinking if it weren't for 
the freedom of the word. 
I know you won't believe this but she 
wanted it in the graveyard hard and quick. I 
am still not sure why but I 
could almost see the point in that. 
5. 
And speaking of points I guess I 
ought to tell you about the one who 
made me take her to the mountains 
overlooking Denver. 
She said she never knew her dad because he 
left the house when she was only four but 
the F.B.I. had him traced once as 
far as Denver when he got away. 
She liked to do it with our clothes on 
because she said she always felt so cold. I'm 
not certain but I think I heard her say that 
she always felt afraid when snow came. 
6. 
There was one who used to take me up 
to the roof of her house. She liked 
to see the birds fly and 
so did I. 
Her father was a. pilot who had been 
on one long milk-run for twenty years. She 
always got excited when he 
came home to rest. 
We never did get around to 
doing anything sexual except we 
talked a lot about freedom a.nd I 
guess there is some regeneration in that. 
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